BAT

That star-enchanted song falls through the air
From lawn to lawn down terraces of sound,
Darts in white arrows on the shadowed ground ;
While all the night you sing.

My dreams are flowers to which you are a bee^
As all night long I listen and my brain
Receives your song, then loses it again
In moonlight on the lawn.

Now is your voice a marble high and white,
Then like a mist on fields of paradise ;               i

Now is a raging fire, then is like ice.
Then breaks, and it is dawn.
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BAT

IN broad daylight

He should not be :

Yet toward and froward,

Froward and toward

He weaves a flight

Who will guide him back to his cave,

A little Bat astray,

Where he'll rest on the breast of night,     20

Away from day's bright miscreation ?

The linnet throbs through the air,

The magpie coquettes with day,

The rook caws " Time to be gone,"

And travels on;

While toward and frowardj

Froward and toward.

The Bat.. , a fathom

Of flight... weaves.
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